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IDA OF TOKENBURGH: 


OR, THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 





(Continued.) 


THE guards now seized Ida, who, at 
the first words of Kiburg, had sank on 
the breast of one of them, pale, with clo- 
sed eyes, and fainting. 

One of the guards took off her coat of 
mail, while another loosened her helmet, 
Instantly appeared to view her snow- 
white maiden bosom, which her long 
faxen hair, that fell from under the hel. 
met, again immediately covered. The 
guards drew back astonished; the exe- 
cutioner, who had already drawn his 
sword, let it falltrembling. A death-like 
silence prevailing through the hall. 

Kiburg fixed his eyes wildly on Ida. 
© Whatis this ?” exclaimed he, at length, 
‘Where is Tokenburg? Who is this 
woman !’ None of the euards answered, 
they trembled with fear; conscious that 
to them was to be imputed this trais- 
formation. The daughters ofthe count 


came forwards, and compassjonately led | 


Ida to a seat, and bathed her temples 
with wine, till at length she opened her 
beauteous eyes — 

Who art thou, damsel? now again 
exclaimed the old count Kiburg. ida 
endeavoured to speak, but was unable, 


the countess brought her. The count 
who saw her in the armour of Token- 
burg, believed that he had made priso- 
nera woman inthe batile. He ordered 
the guards, whose guilt he did not sus- 
pect, to withdraw. Ida sank on her 
knees before him, and addressed his 
heart with supplicatory looks, till he 
again cried out, ‘ Tell me who thou 
art ? 

‘Iam,’ said Ida, with a feeble and 
trembling voice, ‘the unfortunate daugh- 
ter of Kirchburg, the affianced bride 
of count Henry of Tokenburg.’—Wildly 
now exclai ned the old knight, with a fu- 
rious joy, * The daughter of Kirchburg ! 
then have I taken a valuable prize: 
Now can I rend the heart of the mur- 
derer! He turned from Ida, who had 
stretched out her hands towards him.—. 
Her posture he saw not, but he observ. 
ed the compassionate look which the 
countess and his daughters cast on the 
unhappy damsel. Fiercely he said, 
‘Look not on her so piteously, in her 
veins flows the blood of her cruel father. 
Blind and furious batred put arms in 
her hands: against my life was her 
sword drawn. She would have rejoic- 
ed with her blood-thirsty father, had I 
and my son both fallen together 
Wretch ! why didst thou go with thy 
father into the battle ?” 

‘I did not go with him, count Kibure. 











till she had taken a little wine, which 





| Ah! could I have sayed your son, you 
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would now be the happiest of fathers. 
I did not go out against you ; 1— 

‘What! didnot my sword strike you 
down? Did I not deliver you a prison- 
er into the custody of my soldiers?’ 

‘ You never took me prisoner, count 
Kiburg ; I have delivered myself up to 
your vengeance. ‘Tokenburg was it 
whom your sword struck down, and 
whom you sent prisoner into the tower!’ 

‘ Tokenburg + ! unhappy woman, how 
cam’st thou in the murderer’s place ?’ 

‘ Kiburg, you loved your dear son ; 
weuld you not willingly have died for 
him? I am willing to die for count To- 
kenburg, whom I love as dearly as you 
loved your son. Pity me; count Kiburg, 
as I pity you, as I always pitied you! 
for I know, how dreadful it is to lose 
those we love. Pity likewise Token- 
burg and my father ! they are more un- 
| happy than you.’—The countess of Ki- 
| burg dissolved in tears, and the daugh- 
| ters were overpowered with feelings of 
the tenderest compassion. 

¢ How didst thou release my prisoner 
from the dungeon ?’ 

‘By my love. The guards could not 
refuse to my. prayers, to my tears ; they 
could not refuse to humanity the request 
to let me see him once more. I saw 

’ him, count Kiburg—Ah! I found it 
much more difficult to persuade him to 
- make his escape, than your soldiers to let 
‘me into the dungeon. He put on my 

_ dress,threw my veil over him F 
‘And fled ?—-A mean, contemptible, 
cowardly murderer :” 
‘No, count Kiburg, not mean; not 
_ contemptible. Had he not gone, instead 
ofone victim you would have found two, 
me and him: for I was determined ei- 
ther to die for him or with him. At 
lenght he reluctantly consented to go; 
not to make his escape—no—but to de- 
liver me from the dungeon, or to meet 
death. 
) ‘ Let him, then, celiver you, if he is 
i ) able !’ 
‘ Fate did not so decree, count Kiburg. 
_ Your vengeance was to be, satisfied — 
it Be it so: I am content.—He will have 
a ' the comfort to know that my heart was 
ne faithful to him even in death, and that 
" I willingly resigned life for his sake. — 
WY 
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Your vengeance, however, he cannot es- 








cape, for he will not survive his Ida— 
But, I entreat you, accept my blood for 
the biood of my father. Grief will end 
his life soon enough. For me, I hope, 
in the abodes of the blessed, I shall ap- 
pease andreconcile your son; and then, 
glorified spirits, we will together re- 
ceive our now implacable fathers, and 
put an end to thatenmity which on earth 
rendered you childlessand wretched.— 
Death is terrible, count Kiburg ; but I 
do not refuse to dic.’ 

The aged count turned away towards 
a window, to conceal the emotion which 
he involuntarily felt; but his eye glanc- 
ed on the grave of his son, which might 
be seen from that window, and the half 
extinguished fury of his heart flamed 
again with redoubled violence. * No! 
exclaimed he, dreadfully, ‘no! He 
raised Ida from the ground, and drew 
her to the window. ‘ See !’ said he, 
‘ see there is the grave of my son ! and 
in thy veins flows the blood of his mur- 
derer. No, I cannot pardon,—thou 
must die,’ 

Ida stretched out her hands towards 
the grave, and said, with pathetic solem- 
nity, ‘ Noble youth! exalted spirit ! 
son of a man who dooms me to death, 
may my blood appease thee, and recon- 
cile thee to my father ! meet and re- 
ceive me on the threshold of heaven ! 
then will it encrease the happiness of 
us both, that we were victims to ap- 
pease the enmity of our fathers, and we 
will together pray for their peace and 
happiness. Count Kiburg, I am ready, 
but I entreat you let me hear you say 
that you do not hate me, and bless me, 
Give me, likewise a blessing to carry 
to the spirit of your son; call me for 
this once your daughter !’ She threw 
herself on her knees before him, and 
pressed his hand to her lips. 

The countess wept aloud in pity, and 
the daughters of Kiburg kneeled with 
Ida, and embraced her ; the countess 
likewise inclined her head over her, and 
mingled tears with hers. ¢ O my fa- 
ther! exclaimed Ida, ‘I have the 
blessing of thy wife, and the blessing 
of thy daughters, give me now the kiss 
of a father, that I may carry it to thy 
son! send to thy son thy blessing by 
thy daughter »’ 
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The old count felt a new sensation, a 
sentiment of love and pity labouring in 
his breast, and tears rushed into his 
eyes. Jt was as ifan unknown invisi- 
ble power compelled him to embrace 
the unhappy maiden, who knecied be- 
fore him. ida threw her arms around 
his neck, and her warm tears trickled 
down his cheeks :—Dy father! my re- 
conciied father ! exclaimed she, loudly 
and repeatedly. The countess threw 
her arms around her husband, while the 
daughters embraced his knees, Over- 
come by feelings of affection, Kiburg 
cried, ‘My daughter, may heaven bless 
thee !’ With this, ali animosity against 
Ida ceased. * My daughter!’ my daugh- 
ter! said the countess—Our sister! our 
sister; exclaimed the two daughters, 


The old knight frowned, and shook 
his head, as not yet reconciled to his new 
sensations. The daughters brought 
Ida clothes, and assisted her to dress. 
The count looked on in silence. He 
wished to speak, but was ashamed to 
utter the harsh words that occurred to 
him. Sometimes his countenance re- 
sumed its former gloom, but soon it 
vanished, dispelled by the supplicating 
looks of the countess and his daughters. 
He cast his eyes on the grave of his son, 
but even his spirit appeared to be in 
league with Ida, and the father found 
in his grave no longer nourishment for 


his desire of revenge, but only love for 
Ida. . 


Ida, while in the dungeon, had 
sought comfort in the little hope re- 
Maining to her, and repeatedly reflected 
on what she should say, and how she 
should act, to disarm the anger of a fa- 
ther whose heart was rent with grief 
and despair for the loss of his son. On 
her entrance into the hall, indeed, the 
sight of the heap of sand, and the 
executioner, deprived her of recollec- 
tion ; but, when she again recovered, 
and found herself in the friendly arms 
of the countess and her daughters, she 
resumed her courage. The father re 
newed his rage by thinking on the death 
of his son ; but Ida spoke so prudent- 
ly, and so pathetically, that she extin- 


guished his anger as specdily as it was 








The execution of Ida was now no 
longer thought of; the heart of the 
count even revolted at such cruelty : but 
how. much did she gain upon his affec- 
tions, when he saw her kneeling and 
praying on the grave of his sou. He 
went to her, and on that grave was the 
most perfect reconciliation sealed.— 
iic now took her in his arms, and re- 
peatedly called her his daughter, his be- 
loved daughter. She threw herself be- 
fore him, on the grave, and said, «Iff 
am thy daughter, my revered, my be- 


‘loved father, forgive my father and my 


husband !—He answered her not, but 
turned away, though not angrily. Ida 
threw herself on the grave, and, weep- 
ing, exclaimed, ‘thou blessed spirit ! 
Oh! thou certainly hast forgiven them !° 
The old man suddenly turned round— 
‘Ida!’ said he, ‘to forgive is sweeter 
than to take reyenge-—that thou hast 
taught me.—My sword shall henceforth 
be drawn against neither—-this I will so- 
lemnly promise thee. I leave ven- 
geance to heaven; but ask of me no 
more.’—Thus saying, he hastily left 
her, and retired. 


(To be continued.) 











CRC Uae TTC 
THE HAPPY DELIVERANCE. 
(Concluded.) 


Meantime Alphonso, in the height 
of his despair, a thousand times medi- 
tated his own destruction ; but forti- 
tude and resignation suggesting to him 
that he ought to live to redress the 
wrongs of Isabella, he became inspired 
with that romantic hope ; and that he 
might no longer be subject to his fa- 
ther’s tyranny, suddenly disappeared on 
the very morning appointed for his de- 
tested nuptials, as henow more than ev- 
er accounted them. Messengers were 
gent into every part of the kingdom to 
seek for him, but in vain. —Ferdinand’s 
fury became so great as to end in mad- 
ness, a disorder rendered still stronger 
by the recollection of his many cruel- 
ties and murders; and in a few days he 
died, calling upon his son to come and 
forgive him. The news of his death 
soon spread over the kingdom ; and Al- 
phonso, who had hid himself, at no great 
distance from the city, returned and 
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was proclaimed king ; the first act of his 
power was to dismiss those men who 
had been the agents of his father's tyran- 
ny, and redress the grievances of those 
subjects who had suffered by their op- 
pression. His virtues had long been 
the theme of popular applause, and the 
whole kingdom re-echoed “ Long live 
Alphonso !” 

To Aiphonso, however, these proofs 
of loyaity afforded littte relief. The 
remembrance of Isabeiia’s wrongs, no- 
thing could efface.—His imagination 
represented her as in misery and dis- 
tress, and bis dreams were filled with 
horrible apparitions of her sorrows. Ev- 
ery means he had hitherto used to find 
out the place of her confinement were 
in vain. Such precautions were taken 
by Ferdinand that this might for ever 
have remained a secret had not accident 
discovered it. 

To divert Alphonso’s mind, the griefs 
of which had a visible effect on his per- 
son, his courtiers recommended him to 
visit his kingdom throughout. Alphon- 
80, indifferent whether to live or die, 
careless of himse}f, and dead to pleasure 

agreed however to their proposal. One 
day when he was riding near the fren- 
tiers of his kingdom, with only one at- 
tendant, he missed his way, and in en- 
deavouring to recover it, had to go 
through awood ; the evening approach- 
ed, and he had no hopes of being able to 
join the body of his guards at the vil- 
lage where he had Icft them. In this 
dilemma, he came up to an old tower, 
the greater part of which was in ruins: 
the ouly habitable part was a prison, but 
apparendy in decay. Alighting from 
his horse be entered the horrible place, 
and ordered his attendant to tell the 
persons in the prison, that he was a be- 
nighted traveller, and begged shelter 
until morning. The keeper received 
him courteously, and even satisfied his 
curiosity as to the nature of the place, 
and, ignorant of the late king's death, 
informed him, that it was a state prison, 
where criminals that had rendered them- 
selves obnoxious to the king, were con- 
fined for him, but that at present there 
was only one lady in it—At the word 
lady, Alphonso started and in the wild- 
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and crime. Of that the keeper told him 
he was perfectly ignorant ; the persons 
who brought her never haying inform. 
ed him, ner returned themselves ; but 
that his orders were she shou!d be kept 
in chains, and every possibility of es- 
cape provided against. Alphonso could 
contain no longer—He begged, protest- 
ed, and assured the keeper, that if he 
would but permit him to see her, the 
secret should never be divulged to his 
prejudice —The keeper hesitated for 
some time, but at length, prevailed on 
by the tears and entreaties of the hand. 
some stranger,in whose looks he thought 
he discovered something noble and gen- 
erous, he conducted him to the cell, 
where sata female chained down tothe 
ground,her lovely countevance settled te 
a deep melancholy—but generous hea- 
vens ! what were her transports and 
those of Alphonso! when they recogni- 
zed each other——Ir was Isapetia! 
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SCHAH ABBAS THE GREAT. 


SCHAH ABBAS, at the beginning 
of his reign, was more juxurious than 
became sogreat a prince. One might 


‘ have judged of the vastness of his em- 


pire by the variety of dishes at his table ; 
some were sent to him from the Ti igris, 
some from the Euphrates, others from 
Oxus and the Caspian sea. One day, 
when he gave an entertainment to his no- 
bles, Mahomet Ali, keeper of the three 
tombs, was placed next to the most cue 
rious dish of all the feast, out of res- 
pect to the sanctity of his office ; but in- 
stead of eating heartily, he fetched a 
dismal groan, and burst into tears. 
Schah Abbas, surprised at his beha- 
viour, desired him to explain the cause 
thereof to the company: he would fain 
have been excused, but the sophi 
commanded him om pain of his displea- 
sure, to disclose the secret. 

“ Know then,” said he, “ O monarch 
of the Fast ! that when I saw thy table 
covered in this manner, it brought to 
my minda vision which was sent me 
from the prophet whom I serve. On 
the 7th night of the moon Ramazan, I 
was slee;ing under the shade of the sa- 


_cred tombs, when methought, the holy 
est manner begged to know her name , ray 


ens of the sanctuary bore sac upon 
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_ on whom be peace, was sitting in his 


_the vitiated state of society? Were 
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their wings into the air, and, ina few 
moments conveyed me to the lowest 
heayens, where the messenger of God, 


luminous tribunal, to receive petitions 
from the earth. Around him stood an 
infinite throng of animals of every spe- 
cies, who all joined in preferring acom- 
plaint against Schah Abbas, for destroy- 
ing them wantonly and tyranically, be- 
yond what any necessity could justify, or 
any natural appetite demand, 

It was alleged by them, that ten or 
twelve of them were often murdered to 
compose one dish for the niccty of thy 
palate; some gave only their tongues, 
some their bowels, some their fat, and 
others their brains or blood. In short, 
they declared such constant waste and 
havock was made of them, that unless 
a stop was put to it in time, they 
should perish entirely through thy glut- 
tony. The prophet hearing of this, bent | 
his brows, andordered six vultures to) 
bring thee alive before him; they in- 








stantly brought thee to his tribunal, | 
where he commanded thy stomach to be 
opened, to see whether it was bigger. 
or more capacious than those of other, 
men; when it was found to be only of | 
the common size ; he permitted all the 
animals to make reprisals on the body of | 
their destroyer; but, before one in ten | 
thousand amongst the complainants. 
could get at thee, every particle of thy 
body was devoured ; so ill proportion- 
ed was the offender to the offence. 

This story made such an impression 
on the sophi, that he would not suffer 
above one dish to be brought to his ta- 
ble ever after. 











NEGLECTED MERIT. 


RICHES, not merit, is the criterion | 
by which, though falsely, we estimate 
worth. The shoeless mendicant who 
craves your bounty, had he been rich, 
might have proved the companion of 
your pleasures. Whence then, arisesa 
depravation of judgment so inimical 
to the interests of humanity, but from 


mankind from their youth taught to pre- 
fer intrinsic virtue to exterior preten- 
sions, the contemplation of merit in the 








garb of poverty, would not so often ob- 
trude itself upon our minds. 

Adversity, too often the attendant of 
modest worth, pursues with relentless 
assiduity the hapless victim ofits influ- 
ence. Stretched ona bed of straw, lies 
the possessor of virtues which might 
embellish a diadem; while ignorance 
andimpudence ostentatiously display the 
palm due only to the exertions of men- 
tal excellence. 

Can the contemplative mind behold 
with paticnce the rewards assigned to 
the servile supporter of a party, while 
independent patriotism is suffered to 
expire in distress ? Yet, how often have 
the annals of the world been sullied with 
such dark recordences ! Would not the 
honest soul of an unenlightened Indian 
burst with indignation, if informed that 
an Otway and a Chatterton, two of the 
noblest ornaments of humanity, though, 
like Tantalus, surrounded with the ose 
tentatious display of !uxurious plenty, 
breathed forth their spirits in the regions 
of want, while wretches, whose only 
virtue was servility,whose only talent hy- 
pocrisy, attained the highest summit of 
favour and distinction? It has been as- 
serted,some are more amply gratified by 
an honorary medal, or sepulchral monu- 
ment, than by pecuniary presentations. 
This, in some measure, may be true; 
but does it qualify the stigma resting 
upon the opulent, who neglect to reward 
the exertions of existing merit. 

Poor indeed is that recompence which 
the object enjoys not. Fancy may picture 
scenes of future fame, but future fame 
cannot allay the cravings of want, nor 
the dreams of hope substantiate ideal 
comforts. f 


«‘Can storied urn, or animated bust 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath 2” 


Can all the honours heaped upon the - 


memory of deceased virtue, atone for 
one hour of mental anguish, for one hour 
of bodily pain?—Surely not.—Let us 
then, instead of expending large sums 
in the erection of monumental remem- 
brancers, apply them to the relief of 
existing indigence. The memory of 
virtue will ever find a temple in the 
minds of the virtuous, and, without the 
aid ofthe sculptor, exist to the latest 
moment of futurity. {| Lon. Mag.} 
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EPICURES. 


An Epicure, really worthy of that 
mame, so often usurped by those who 
have no right te it, may be always dis- 
tinguished at table, because he never 
fails to take his soup boiling hot. Hap- 
py he who can boast of a palate which 
combines delicacy with strength to 
withstand the burning heat! 

The greatest pain you can inflict on 
an Epicure is to interrupt him in the 
exercise ofhis jaws. Thus itis greatly 
transgressing against good breeding to 
visit a man when he is eating. ’Tis in- 
terfering with his enjoyments and pre- 


venting him from reasoning with his 
mouthfuls. 
—_—_~»>—- 
ANECDOTE. 


A painter taking the portrait of a Ia- 
dy, perceived that when he was work- 
ing at her mouth she was twisting her 
features in order to make it smaller, and 
put her lips into the most extreme con- 
traction. Do vot trouble yourself so 
much madam,” he exclaimed ;” for if 
you chuse, I will draw your face with- 
out any mouth at all. 


—%*— 


The following Advertisement, on account of 
its humour, we copy from the New-York 
Gazette of Thursday last. 


UGLY CLUB. 


Ugliest of created races 

Hither bring your ugly faces. 

Shew ugly mouths with harelips cleft, 
Inclining to the right and left : 

Shew mouths awry and mouths askew, 
With crooked mouths, and strait ones too ; 
Shew mouth’s ill fitted for embrace, 
With blubber chops, and pitted face, 
Shew grinning mouths, devoid of fear, 
Extended wide from ear to ear ; 

Shew big thick lips, lips pale and thin, 
Lips almost hid, ’twixt nose and chin. 
But in each ugly mouth must be, 

A tongue of greatest purity, 

Not prone to slander honest fame, 

Nor rob fair virtue of her name. 

On eve of Thursday next repair, 

To Ucty Hatt, 4 Wall-street, where, 
Mid scenes of usual glee and sport, 
You'll hear your committee’s report, 
On subject of the celebration, 

Of that great day which freed our nation. 
Your committee have published this, 
By order of his Ucirness. 


! 


A SIMILE. 


An old gentleman who in general 
was very dull, not to say stupid, would 
sometimes exhibit great proofs of viva- 
city and wit. A person observed ofhim 
that he resembled an old castle which 
is now and then visited by spirits. 


Biorality. 





—_ 
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TELL me ye daughters of Eve, what 
is this beauty of which ye pride your- 
selves, to the embellishments of which 
ye spend so many hours of your pre- 
cious existence? It is like the trans- 
ient sun-beam of the morning, flying 
before the storm. Soon will the winter 
of age pluck the rose from your cheek, 
and convert these dimples into extend- 
ed wrinkles. Those shining tresses 
will be silvered by time, and scarce suf 
ficient remain to cover your heads.— 
Those eyes, now sparkling with plea- 
sure, will be sunken and hollow, and no 
traces of your former beauty left. A few 
years and your fine forms will be shriv- 
elled by the clay-cold hand of death.— 
Then will the yawning grave receive 
the last sacrifice of mortality. At that 
awful period the soul will wing its flight, 
specdily to the tribunal of celestial juse 
tice. There ye must give an account 
of the moments spent on earth, and an- 
swer to your Redeemer for the time 
given you to be employed for your be- 
nefit, to render you worthy partakers of 
heavenly love. Lay up therefore for 
yourselves, in the days of your youth, 
provision for the mind against the ad- 
vances of age ; for be assured no sorrow 
or calamity is too great to be borne if 
God is our friend, no pleasure capable 
of gratifying us, if it be purchased at 
the expence of his deserved anger. 

—j3e- 

In this world men thrive by villainy ; 
and lying and deceiving are accounted 
just ; to be rich is to be wise, and tyran- 
ny is honourable ; and though little 
thefts and petty mischiefs are interrupt- 
ed by the laws,yet ifa mischief becomes 
public and great, acted by princes, and 
effected by armies ; and robberies be 
done by whole ficets, it is virtue and it 
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¥ is glory. 
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Seat of he Weuses. 


For the New-York Weekly Museum. 


STANZAS. 


Awake all my pow’rs ! and enliven the time 
Whilst absent I live from my love ; 
Sweet Hore whispers peacefully, “soon she’ll 
be thine, 
«* And thou, sincere blessing’s will prove.” 


But nore oft deceives us, and flatters, and 
dies : 
Perhaps it may thus be, with you ; 
Ahno! on sweet nore, myfond wish rapid 
flies 
I know my sweet Love will prove true. 





er, 


Our friendship is founded on rrutT#, honest 
fair ; 
Her promise is good as an Oath ; 
I will not, I must aot, I cannot despair, 
Her word is dictated by Truth. 
Outox. 
—_—»_— 


THE HARP, 


From “ Roxrsy;” written by Walter Scott, 
and recently set to music. 


I was a wild and wayward boy, 
My childhood scorned each childish toy ; 
Retired trom all, reserved and coy, 
To musing prone, 
I wooed my solitary joy, 
My harp alone. 


My youth with bold Ambition’s mood, 
Despised the humble stream and wood, 
Where my poor father’s cottage stood 
To fame unknown : 
What should my soaring wings make good ? 
My harp alone. 


Love came with all his frantic fire, 

And wild romance of vain desire ; 

The Baron’s daughter heard my lyre, 
And prmeee the tone ; 

What could presumptuous hope inspire ? 
My harp alone. 


Ambition’s dreams I’ve seen depart, 
Haye rued of penury the smart, 
Haye felt of love the envenomed dart, 
When hope was flown: 
Yet rests one solace to my heart, 
My harp alone. 


Then over mountain, moor, and hill, 
My faithful harp, I'll bearthee stu ! 
And when this life of want and ill 
Th Is well nigh gone, 
y strings mine elegy ghall thrill 
My harp alone, 





| 





THE MONTH OF JUNE, 


BRIGHT in verdure, gaily smiling, 
June trips lightly o’er the plain, 

Thousand beauties, time beguiling, 
Wonton in her rosy train. 


Nature all her charms discloses, 
Fields in lively colours bloom, 
Golden cowslips, pale primroses, 
Spread around a rich perfame. 


From the whiten’d hawthorn bushes, 
And on each emblossom’d spray, 

Mellow blackbirds, warbling thrushes, 
Carol forth the tuneful lay. 


Music sweetly round us flowing, 
Earth and air in concert move, 

Every breast with rapture glowing 
Lost ic extacy of leve. 

Thus in Eden’s blissful station, 
Swell’d the universal theme ; 

Beauty smil’d—and all creation 
Sung the praise of Gop Supreme. 


Scenes of wonder, daily rising, 
Widely scatter’d o’er this clod, 

Say with eloquence surprising 
Nature’s self is full of Go Dt 


ie 


LAW DUST AND SAW DUS?, 


TO set upa village, with tackle for tillage, 
Jack Carter, he took to the saw— 
To ples and to piliage, the same little vil- 
age, 
Joe Pettifog took to the Law. 


They angled so pliant for gull and for client, 
As sharp as a weasel for rats, 
Till what with their saw-dust and what with 
their law-dust, 
They blinded the eyes of the flats. 


Sack yrs to the people a bill for the stee- 
pic— 
They swore they wouldn’t be bit— 
But, out of a saw-pit, into a law-pit—— 
Joe tickled’em up with a writ. 
Cried Jack, the saw-rasper, I know neighbour 
Grasper, 
We both of us live by the stocks ; 
While I, for my savings, turnblocks into shay- 
ings, 
You, Lawyers, are shaving the blocks. 


—— = 


ZEPHYR. 


GENTLE Zephyr, as you fly, 
Should you meet my lovely fair, 
Softly whisper, “ you’re a Sigh,” 
But do not tell whose sigh you are. 
Liquid Streamlet, should my dear 


Cross your current as you flow, 
Murmuring tell her, “ you’re a tear,” 





But not whose eyes have swoln you se. 
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LOVE AMONG THE ROSES. 
As sung by Mrs. Burke. 


LOVE fiew to the Paphian bower, 
And gathered sweets from many a flower, 
Roses and sweet Jessamine, 
The Lilly and the Eglantine. 
The Graces there were culling Posies, 
And found Young Love among the Roses. 


Oh happy day!’ Oh joyous hour ! 
Compose a wreath of every flower— 
Let’s bind him to us, ne’er to sever, 
Young Love shall dwell with us for ever ; 
Eternal Spring the wreath composes, 
Content is Love among the Roses, 
Young Love among the Roses. 


WMeewly Binseuw. 
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NEW-YORK: 
SATURDAY, JUNE 18, 1814. 


WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 

WE have but little. more of importance 
to offer from Eurepe than we gave in our Re- 
trospect of last weck. Twenty of our pages 
perhaps, would not contain all the particulars 
that have been published about the astonishing 
revolution that has taken place in France, by 
the downfal of Bonaparte—The countries 
liberated from his power, no doubt by this 
time, are about resuming their original rank 
among the nations; and the first short arrival 
from that part of the world, it is hoped, will 
bring us the gratifying intelligence of being 
included in the general pacification. 

It appears that Bonaparte’s wife has left him, 
and has proceeded, with her son, to Vienna. 

Madam Moreau, is said to have accepted 
the invitation of the emperor Alexander to 
settle in Russia. He allowed her 100,000 
rubles to deiray the expences of her journey, 
an elegant palace to live in near St. Petersburg, 
and an annual pension suitable to her rank. 

Accounts by letters received in London, 
from Mexico, dated in Oct. last, states, that 
an Epidemic disorder raged~there, which 
sweptaway, from ‘the month of June, (when 
it was brought from the coast,) until tbe end 
of October, near twenty-eight thousand, or one 
seventh of the whole population of Mexico. 

Nothing of importance has transpired on 
the Lakes since our last; but from the East- 
ward we have accounts of the destruction of 
many coasters, particulerly at a place called 
Scituate, near Boston, where the enemy on the 
10th inst. cut out two schooners, and burnt 
nine sail of vesseis.—In consequence of a 
British force off Bosten harbour, the specie in 
the state bank was removed to Worcester. 

The British schr Robert Haswell, from 
Antigua to Bermuda, with a cargo estimated 
to be worth,20,000 dollars, has arrived at 
Newbern (N. C.) prize to the Hero privateer. 




















Accounts from the Chesapeake, state that 


‘the U.S. Fiotiila, under com. Barney, has had 


a cannonading with the enemy’s force in the 
Potomac river. 

Letters itom Pensacola, say, that the go- 
vernor there had received orders from fe 
Havanna, to furnish the Creek Indians with 
such arms and ammunition as they might 
want ; and that our setulements are in eminent 
danger. 

A destructive fire, is said to have taken place 
at Providence, (R. 1.) and that the large Bap- 
tist Church is among the buildings consumed. 

The Russian ship Joachim, bound from Lon- 
don to Cuba, brought in for adjudication by § 
Baltimore privateer, has been cleared, but the 
cargo condemned as enemy’s property. 

The letter of marque Amelia, of Baltimore; 
has arrived at this port from a cruse of 85 days: 
in which she has made six prizes. 


Rirrpligl, 
PEELE REHRP REE SPR DHE ne onteborag arene bah 
MARRIED. 

By the rey. Mr. Brady, Mr. Ashbel W. Ro- 
bins, of the firm of Robins & Gamage, to Miss 
Eliza Rutledge, daughter of the late William 
Rutledge, deceased, of this city 

By the rev. Mr. Bassett, Mr. Alexander 
Whatley, Junr. of this city, to Miss Maria Pol- 
lard, of Bushwick, Long Island. 

By the rev. Mr. Milledoler, Mr. Henry 
Sickels, printer, to Miss Margaretta Ann 
Stuart, both of this city. 

Mr. Elisha Mott, to Miss Phabe S. Mott. 

On Sunday the 12th inst. at New-Bridge, 
(N. J.) by the rev. James Romaine, Mr. Isaac 
Ball, Junr. of this city, to Miss Sally Meeker, 
daughter of major Uzal Meeker, of that place. 
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This Sen of Neptune once did save, 

This Lady from a watery grave ; 

And to reward him for her life, 

In Hymen’s bands became his wife. 
tae ns 
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DIED. 
Mrs. Eliza Van Dyck, aged 28, wife of Law 
rence Van Dyck. 
At Hudson, Hezekiah L. Hosmer, esqr. re- 


corder of the city, in the 49 year of his age. 


At Newark, suddenly, Mrs. Mary Ogden, 
aged 60, consort of the late P. Ogden. a 
THE MUSEUM, 

Is published every Saturday, at two dollars 
per annum, or fifty-two numbers, by JAMES 
ORAM, No 102 Water-street, a little below 
the Coflee House, New-York. City sub- 
scr'bers to pay one half, and country sub- 
scribers the whole, in advance ; and itis ® 
positive condition that all letters and com 
municgtions come irce of postage. 




















